VII
ENGLAND'S HOUR

ALL over Europe the Blitzkrieg is now at
its height, destroying cities, towns, villages
and works of art which the men and women
of the past created with infinite care; killing
with bombs and machine-guns the men and
women of to-day who would have been creators
'in their turn.

In London, barricades and heaps of sandbags
are everywhere; barbed wire entanglements
and machine-gun emplacements transform
familiar streets dominated for centuries by
peace and prosperity. Occasional visits to the
New Forest and the deceptive peace of the lovely
spring countryside convey to us by comparison
the extremity of the tension in London. The
peace of the country is none the less purely rela-
tive ; amid the rhododendrons and white hawthorn
of Southern England are concealed searchlights,
anti-aircraft guns and ammunition dumps. In
every town both large and small, anti-parachute
corps (firstknown as ''Parashots", then as "Local
Defence Volunteers", and finally as "The Home
Guard") are in process of formation.
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